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nervous and excited. But still the permanent way
continued to be several feet under water at various
points. There was no alternative but to obtain
two large French lorries and do the journey by the
long roundabout road through Aragon.

But our troubles had only begun. As fate would
have it, the motor of our second lorry went wrong as
we were crossing the first mountain-pass. For the
remainder of the journey we had to drag it along
with us, and the men in the first lorry had to sit
shut up without light and with no view, while the
two lorries shivered and jerked along the deep
ravines, where time and again we found the road
blocked for hours by all manner of transport.

Upon arriving at night in a village suspended in
the unearthly quiet of the mountainside, I had to
alight and seek my way through the darkened
streets, looking for beds for my comrades, who were
waiting and shivering in the lorries. One of them,
who had been shot in the stomach, required hot
milk; but there was no milk to be had anywhere.
Wounds had to be examined, cleaned, and dressed,
but the orderly, whom I had with me, had not
counted upon so long a journey and was short of
dressings. In the mornings and again at midday, I
had to enter into arduous food negotiations with the
burgomaster of the villages through which we passed.
Thousands of soldiers had already trekked through